
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Love 

 

When dawn looks brighter; 

Twilight gloams more than usual. 

Petals redolent with fragrance 

Even before sprouting, 

Myrtle daubs colour before drying up; 

Stars seem pleading to come down, 

Whole landscape charm'd with magic, 

Oh! My God! I'm in love. 

 

Dev Gehlot from India 

 


